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in-law, the Prince of Portugal. They advanced to
within half a mile of the city, where the army was
drawn up in full and glittering battle array, with every
warrior in full armour and banners displayed, fresli
pennoncels fluttering from the lances, and long files of
clergy with crosses and pastoral staves. It was the
final day of victory and compensation for the battle of
Guadalete eight hundred years before, and well might
the hearts of the son and daughter of Pelayo swell
with thankful joy as they were thus borne in on the
crest of the last triumphant wave of the tide which had
advanced slowly, but steadily, from the Penamerella
crags to the fair slopes of the Nevada.
In the meantime, from the deep horseshoe gate-
way of those strong walls came a dejected train—
Boabdil first, then the ladies of his harem in their
veils, and an escort of fifty horsemen. As they met,
these riders dismounted, and Boabdil was about to
do the same, but Fernando would not permit it,
nor would the queen. On horseback, then, Boabdil
kissed the king's right arm, saying : " High and
mighty lord, we are thine ; we yield thee this city
and this kingdom, since such is Allah's will. Allah
grant that thou may'st be merciful." With these
words he yielded up the silver keys of the Alhamra.
Fernando handed them to the queen, and she gave
them to their son, Don Juan, by whom they were
transferred to Don Inigo de Mendoza, who was to be
alcayde of the city.
The dispossessed Moorish royal family could not
brook the sight of the Christians in their city, but rode
on towards Purchena, the place he retained in the
Alpujarras. When he came to the height of Padul,

